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R * Hiiſt You at Twick'nam plan the 
— future Wood, 

Or turn the Volumes of the Wiſe 
2 and Good, 
Our Senate meets; at Parties, Parties bawl, 
And Pamphlets ftun the Streets, and load the Stall. 
So ruſhing Tides bring things obſcene to light, 
Foul wrecks emerge, and dead Dogs ſwim in ſight : 
The civil Torrent foams, the Tumult reigns, 
And Codrus' proſe works up, and Lico's ſtrains, 
Az Lo! 
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Lol what from Cellars riſe, what ruſh from high, 
Where Speculation rooſted near the Sky; 

Letters, Eſſays, Sock, Buſkin, Satire, Song, 
And all the Garret thunders on the Throng! 


O Pope! I burſt, nor can, nor will refrain, 
Pl write, let Others in their Turn complain : 
Truce, truce ye Vandals! my tormented Ear 
Leſs dreads a Pillory, than Pamphleteer ; 

P've heard my ſelf to death: and plagu'd each hour, 
Shan't I return the Vengeance in my pow't ? 
For who can write the True Abſurd like me ? —— 
Thy Pardon Codrus ] who I mean but Thee ? 


Pope! if like mine or Codrus were thy Stile, 
The Blood of Vipers had not ſtain d thy File; 
Merit leſs ſolid, leſs Deſpite had bred, 

They had not bit, and then they had not bled. 
Fame is a publick Miſtreſs, none enjoys, 

But more, or leſs, his Rival's Peace deſtroys ; 
With Fame in juſt proportion Envy grows, 
The Man that makes a Character, makes Foes : 
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With hearty Malice, but with feeble wing, 
(To ſhew they live) they flutter, and they ſting: 


But as by depredations Waſps proclaim 
The faireſt Fruit, ſo theſe the faireſt Fame. 


Shall we not cenſure all the motly Train, 
Whether with Ale irriguous, or Champaign ? + 
Whether they tread the Vale of Proſe, or climb, 
And whet their Appetites on Cliffs of Rhyme ; 
The College Sloven, or embroidered Spark, 
The Purple Prelate, or the Pariſh Clerk; | 
The quiet Duiduunc, or demanding Prig, * 
The plaintiff Tory, or defendant Whig; 

Rich, poor, male, female, young, old, gay or ſad; 

Whether extremely witty, or quite mad; 

Profoundly dull, or ſhallowly polite ; 

Men that read well, or Men that only write: 

Whether Peers, Porters, Taylors, tune their reeds, 

And meaſuring words to meaſuring ſhapes ſucceeds ; 

For Bankrupts write, when ruin'd ſhops are ſhut, 

As Maggots crawl from out a periſh'd Nut. 

His Hammer This, and that his Trowel quits, 

And wanting Senſe for 'Tradeſmen, ſerve for Wits. 
By 


rer 

By thriving men ſubſiſts each other Trade, 

Of every broken Craft a Writer's made: 

0 Thus his Material, Paper, takes its birth, 
| From tatter'd rags of all the ſtuff on earth. 

Hail fruitful Ve! to thee alone belong 

Millions of Wits, and Brokers in old Song; 

| ( Thee well a Land of Liberty we name, 

Where all are free to Scandal, and to Shame : 

Thy Sons by print, may ſet their Hearts at eaſe, 
And be Mankind's Contempt whene're they pleaſe ; 
Like trodden Filth, their vile, and abje& Senſe 

15 unperceiv'd but when it gives Offence. 
Their heavy Proſe our injur'd Reaſon tires, 
Their Verſe immortal kindles looſe Deſires; 
» Our Age they puzzle, and corrupt our Prime, 
Our Sport and Pity, Puniſhment and Crime. ; 


What glorious Motives urge our Authors on, 
Thus to undo, and thus to be undone ? 
One loſes his Eſtate, and down he fits, 
To ſhew (in vain!) he ſtill retains his Wits. 
Another marries, and his Dear proves keen, 
He writes, as an Hypnotick for the Spleen, 


Some 
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Or a quaint Motto, which he thinks has Wit. 
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Some write confin'd by Phyſick, ſome by Debt, 
Some, for tis Sunday, ſome becauſe tis Wet; 
Thro' private pique ſome do the Public right, 
And love their King and Country out of Spight. 
Another writes, becauſe his Father writ, 

And proves himſelf a Baſtard by his Wit. 


Has Lico, Learning, Humour, Thought profound! 
Neither: why write then? He wants twenty Pound. 
His belly, not his brains this impulſe give; 
He'll grow Immortal, for he cannot live. 

He rubs his awful front, and takes his Ream, 
With no proviſion made but of his Theme; 
Perhaps a Title has his Fancy ſmit, 


He writes, in Inſpiration puts his Truſt, 

Tho' wrong his Thoughts, the Gods will make them 
Juſt; - 

Genius directly from the Gods deſcends, _. 

And who by labour would diſtruſt his Friends ? 

Thus having reaſon d with conſummate ſkill, 

In Immortality he dips his Quill; 

And ſince blank Paper is deny'd the Preſs, 

He mingles the whole Alphabet by gueſs, 
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In various Setts which various words compoſe, | 
"Et which, he hopes, e WEN 


So Sounds ſpontaneous from the Sybil broke, 
Dark to her ſelf the wonders which ſhe ſpoke 
The Prieſts found out the meaning-if they could, 

And N ations ſtar'd at what none n 


Ciuadio dreſt, danc d, drank, viſited (the whole 
And great Concern of an immortal Soul ]) 
Oft have I ſaid, Awake! Exiſt! and ſtrive 
« For birth! nor think to Loiter is to live! 
As oft I overheard the Demon ſay, 
Who daily meet the Loit'rer in his way! 
Tl meet the Youth at White's ; The Youth replies 
Tul meet thee there, and falls his Sacrifice; 
His Fortune ſquander'd leaves his Virtue bare 
To ev'ry Bribe, and blind to ev'ry Snare: 
Clodio for Bread his Indolence muſt quit, - 
Or turn a Soldier, or commence a Wit. 
Such Heroes have we! all, but Life, they take ; 
How muſt Spain tremble, and the German ſhake ? 
Such Writers have we! all, but Senſe, they print; 
Ev'n George's Praiſe is dated from the Mint. 


In 


At gay Caſftruchio's miſcellaneous dreſ ? 
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In arms contemptible, in arts profane, | 
Such Swords, ſuch. Pens, diſgrace a Monarchs righ 


Reform your lives, before you thus aſpire, 


And ſteal (for you can tea Celeſtial Fire. - 


Oh the juſt Contraſt O the beautequs ſtrife 1 
'Twixt their cool writings, and Pindaric liſe : 
They write with Phlegm, but then they live with Firg, 
5 ee ond their works — 4 


I reverence ans not 4 Ws 
I pity Poverty, but laugh at Pride. 


For who ſo ſad, but muſt ſome Mirth confeſs 
Tho' there's but on- of the dull works he wrote, 
There's ten Editions of his old lac d Coat. 


Tho” Lico's ſhoulders ſhrink in tatter d Freeze; 
The man, at leaſt, is happy to the Knees ; 
He ſtands erect on filken, ſcarlet leg, 
His Figure bullies, tho his Fortune begs, . 
But let from Envy This the World ſecore, - | 
They wou'd not be ſo rich, — 
Sach 
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Such ſerious men, whoſe buſineſs tis to write, 
Methinks ſhould only deal in black and white. 


Theſe, Nature's Commoners, who want a Home, 
Claim the wide World for their majeſtick Dome: 
They make a private Study of the ſtreet, 

And looking full on every man they meet, 

Run ſouſe againſt his chops ; who ſtands amaz'd 
To find they did not ſee, but only gaz'd. 

How muſt theſe Bards be rapt into the Skies ? 
You need not read, you feel their Extaſies. 


| Willthey perſiſt? 'tis Madneſs ; Lintor run, 

See them confin d O that's already done”. 
Moſt, as by Leaſes, by the Works they print, 
Have took, for life, poſſeſſion of the Mint. 
If you miſtake, and pity theſe poor Men, 
E. Ulubris, they cry, and write again. 


Such Wits their Nuiſance manfully expoſe, 
And then pronounce Juſt Judges Learning's Foes ; 
O O frail concluſion ! the Reverſe is true, 
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Treat them, ye Judges! with an honeſt Scorn, 
And weed the cockle from the generous corn : 
There's true Good - nature in your Diſreſpect, 

In juſtice to the Good, the Bad neglect. 

For Immortality if hardſhips plead, = 

It is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 


But Oh, what Wiſdom can convince a Fool, 
But that tis Dulneſs to conceive him dull ? 
"Tis fad Experience takes the Cenſors Part, 
Conviction, not from Reaſon, but from Smart. 


A Virgin-Author, recent from the Preſs, 
The Sheets yet wet, applauds his great Succeſs; 
Surveys them, reads them, takes their Charms to bed, 
| Thoſe in his Hand, and Glory in his Head. 
'Tis Joy too great, a fever of Delight! 
His Heart beats thick, nor cloſe his Eyes all Night, 
But riſing the next morn to claſp his Fame, 
He finds, that without ſleeping he cou'd dream: 
So Sparks (they ſay) take Goddeſſes to bed, 
And find next Day the Devil in their ſtead. 
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In vain o Advertiſements the Tows: 0's er ſpread; ; 
Their Epitaphs, and ay the Work is dead. 


6 -- 
' N. 


Who pre/; for Fame, but dall recruits will raiſe, . 
Tis V. olunteers alone can give the Bay ve. 


A famous Author viſits a Great Man, 
Of his immortal Work diſplays the Plan, 
And ſays, Sir, Tim your Friend; all Fear diſmiſs, 
* Your Glory, and my own, ſhall live by This; 

« Your Pow r is fixt, your Fame thro' Time convey'd, 
« And Britain, Europe's Queen—if I am pay'd. 
A Stateſman has his Anſwer i in a Thrice ; 5 
16 Sir. ſuch a Genius i is beyond all Price, . 
What Man can pay for cis? — Away he turns ; 
His Work is folded, and his Boſom burns. 
His Patron he will patronize no more; 2 F1 ziE 
But ruſhes like a Tempeſt out of Door. , 
| Loſt is the Patriot, and extinet his Name! | 
Out comes the Piece, another, and the ame: 
For A, his magick Pen evokes an O 
And turns the Tide of Europe on the Foe. 
He rams his Quill with Scandal and with Scoff, 
But tis ſo very foul, it won't go off: 


— 
Ef O06 


Dreadful 


by 8 


Oer. Tea and Coſſee, Poyſon to the Rout. 
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Dreadful his Thunders, white unprinted, r6a ra“ 


But when once "publih's; "they are Heard no more: 
Thus diſtant Bugbears fright, but nearer draw, 5 
The Block's a Block, and turns to Virth! your Ave. 
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Can theſe oblige, whoſe Heads and Hearts are ſuch? 
No, every Party's tainted by thelr Touch. 
Infected Perſoris fly each publick Pace; 2 , A 


And none, or Enemies alone, embrace. york 
Toke ou Fen ir very Patton's, ; 
They love, and hate, extempore, for Gold. 


What Image of cheir Fury can we form? 
Dulneſs and Rage, a Puddle in a Storm. 


Reſt they in Peace? if you are pleas d to bur, 


To ſwell your Sails, like Lapland Winds, they fly: 
Write they with rage? the Tempeſt quickly flags, 7 
A State Ulyſſes tames em with his Bags; 

Let him be what he will, Turt, Pagan, RY AR 
For Chriſtiun Miniſters of State are few. 


Behind che Curtain lurks the Fountain Head 
That pours his Politicks thro' Pipes of Lead, 
Which far and near ejaculate, and ſpout 


But 
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it But when they have beſpatter'd all they may, 
(| The Stateſman throws his filthy Squirts away 


11 With golden forceps, theſe, Another takes, 
And State-Elixirs of the Vipers makes. 


The richeſ Stateſman want where with to pay 

| A ſervile Sycophant, if well they weigh 

| How much it coſts the Wretch to be ſo baſe ; 

il - Nor can the greateſt Pow'rs enough diſgrace, 
Enough chaffiſe, ſuch proftitute applauſe, 

If well they weigh, how much it ſtains their Cauſe. 


_ . ß 


But are our Writers ever in the Wrong ? 
Does Virtue ne'er ſeduce the venal Tongue ? 
| Ves; if well brib'd, for Virtue-ſelf they fight; 
| Still in the wrong, tho' Champions for the Right: 
Whoe'ere their Crimes for Intereſt only quit, 
Sin on in Virtue, and good Deeds commit. 


Nought but Inconſtancy Britannia meets 
And broken Faith, in their abandon'd Sheets; 
From the ſame Hand how various is the Page? 

What civil War their Brother pamphlets wage? 
Tracts 
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Tracts battle Tracts ſelf, contradictions glare; 
Say is this Lunacy ?—I wiſh it were. 

If ſuch our Writers, ſtartled at the Sight, 
Felons may bleſs their Stars, they cannot write! 


How juſtly Proteus? Tranſmigrations fit 
The monſtrous ckanges of a modern Wit ? 
Now, ſuch a gentle fream of Eloquence 
As ſeldom riſes to the Verge of Senſe ; 

Now, by mad rage transform'd into a Flame, 
Which yet fit Engines well apply'd can tame 
Now, on immodeſt Traſh the Swine Obſcene 
Invites the Town to ſup at Drury-Lane ; 

A dreadful Lyon, now, he roars at Pow'r, 

Which ſends him to his Brothers at the Tow'r ; 
He's, now, a S rpent, and his double Tongue 
Salutes, nay licks the Feet of thoſe he ſtung. 
What Knot can bind him, his Evaſion ſuch ? 

One Knot he well deſerves, which might do much. 


The Flood, Flame, Swine, the Lyon, and the Snake, 
Thoſe fivefold Monſters, modern Authors make. 
The Snake reigns moſt ; Snakes, Pliny ſays, are bred, 


When the brain's periſh'd, in a human Head. 
| Ye 
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Ye groveling, trodden, , whipt, ſtript, t turncoat Things, 
Made-up of Venom, Volumes, Stains, a and Stings? _. 
Thrown from the Tree of Knowledge, like you, curſt 


To ſcribhle in the Duſt, was Snake the Firſt. 
Crooked your Ways, entangled is your Pen, 


Ye Sport of $chool-hoys! and ye Dread of Men f 
But tho' Men fart, ſome filly Nymphs you. pleaſe, ... 
Who think all Wits, who play the Fool with Eaſe; A 
And now their Tea, their Toilet now. you deck, A 
Glide in the Boſam, or curl round the Neck; 
A Dragon thus the fair Ohmpia preſt, * 
Charm'd with n. 3 Oel. 
is quit n nwoT Sd 2 
What, .de Fe, thou; in Fa prove true? 
It did in'Eltinab, why not in Lon? 
Poor Eitenab all other Changes paſt. 
For bread, in Smitbfield Dragons hiſt at laſt, ne 
Spit Streams of Fire to make the Butchers gape, 
Ant found his Manners ſuited to his Shape: 
Such is the Fate of Talents miſapply'd, 
Solid d yu prototype;: and ſo he dd, + 7 
m rod R Hbom 2 nοM bictevd Hod T7 
Ich! abandon d Manners of our writing Train. 


May tempt Mankind go.think Reb gon min- nal W | 
. But 


FR 
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But in their Fate, their Habit, and their Mein, 
That Gods there are, is emitiently ſeenn 
Heaven's flands abſolv'd by Vengeance on their Pen, 
And marks the Murderers of . from Met. 

Thro' meagre Jaws they draw their real ae, 
As ghaſtly as cheir Brothers in Macbeth. K 
Their Feet thro' faithleſs leather meet the Dirt, 

And oftner chang'd their Principles than Shirt. 
The tranſient Veſtmetits of theſe frugal Men 
Haſten to Paper for our Mirth again. 

Too ſoon (O merry-melaneholy Fate!) 

They beg in Rhime, and warble thro' a Grate: 
The Man lampoon'd forgets it at the Sight, 
The Friend thro' pity gives, the Foe thro' Spight; 
And tho? full conſcious of his injur'd Purſe, 
Lintot relents, nor Cur/ can wiſh them worle. 
So fare the Men, who Writers dare commence | 
Without their Patent, Probity and Senſe, 

From theſe, their Politicks our Quiduusc's ſeek, 
And Saturday's the Learning of the Week. | 
Theſe labouring Wits, like Paviours, mend our Ways, 
With heavy, huge, repeated, flat Eſſays, - 

C Ram 


| Who ſtretches out a moſt reſpectful Ear, 
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Ram their coarſe nonſenſe down, tho ne'er ſo dull, 
And hem, at every Thump upon your Skull. 
Thy ftaunch-bred Writing-hounds begin the Cry, 
And honeſt Folly eccho's to the Lye. 

o how I laugh, when I a Blockhead ſee, 
Thanking a Villain for his Probity, 


With Snares for Woodcocks in his holy Leer. 
It tickles thro my Soul, to hear the Cock's 


Sincere Encomium, on his Friend the Fox, 


Sole Patron of his Liberties and Rights! 


eee th' oer - loaded State 
Diſcharges all her Poor, and Profiigate; 

Crimes of all Kinds diſhonour'd Weapons weild, : 
And Priſons pour their Filth into the Field; 
Thus Nature's Refuſe, and the Dregs of Men, 
Compoſe the black Mi/itia of the Pen. 


Nought can reſtrain ſuch Ruffians from a Knife, 
And a dark Ally, but Regard for Life ; 
Nought but rank Cowardice ſecures our Throats, 
From Bravo's at their Pens, and in their Votes. 


Such 


— 
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Such are our Teachers, Britain! go to School, 
To ballance Earope, learn from Knave, and Fool. 


EPISTLE IL 
From OXFORD. 


LL write at Londen —-ſhall the rage abate 
Here, where it moſt ſhould ſhine, the Mair 
Seat ? 
Where, mortal or immortal as they pleaſe, 
The Learn'd may chuſe Eternity, or Eaſe ? 
Has not a Royar PaTron wilely itrove 
| To wooe the Muſe in her Athcaian Grove ? 
Added new firings to her harmonious Shell, 
And giv'n new Tongues to thoſe who ſpoke ſo well? 
Let cbęſe inſtruct, with Truth's illuſtrious Ray 
Awake the World, and ſcare our Owls away : 
From Rome and Greece, ye genuine Sons of Fame, 
Draw Light, and pour on Us the noble Flame. 


Mean while, O Friend | indulge me if I give 
Some needful Precepts how to write and /ive 3 


„ His late Majeſty's Benefaction for modern Lan- 
guages, 


C 2 Serious 
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Serious ſhou'd be an Author's final Views; 
Who write for pure Amuſement, ne er amuſe. 


An Author ; tis a venerable Name! 
How few deſerve it, and what Numbers claim? 
©Unbleſt with Senſe, above their Peers refin'd, 
| Who-ſhall ſtand up, Diaators to Mankind ? 
Nay, who dare ſeine, if not in Vi irtue's Cauſe? 
That ſole Proprietor of Jef n. 


ve reſileſ Men! as pane for letter'd praiſe, 
With whom would you conſult to gain the Bays ? — 
With thoſe great Authors whoſe fam'd Works you read? 
Tis well: Go then, conſult the laurel'd Shade: | 
What anſwer will the laurel'd Shade return ? 
Hear it and tremble! he commands you burn 
The nobleſt Works his envy'd Genius writ, 
That boaſt of nought more excellent than Wit. 
If this be true, as tis a Truth moſt dread, 
Woe to the Page that has not that to plead ! 
Fontaine and Chaucer, dying, wiſht unwrote 
The ſprightlieſt Efforts of their wanton Thought: 
Sidney and Waller; brighteſt Sons of Fame, 
 Condemn'd the Charm of Ages to the Flame: 
And in one Point is all true Wiſdom caſt, 
To think that early, we muſt think at Iaſf. 


—— — on oe renne_ ooo 
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Immortal Wits, ev'n dead, break Nature's laws, 
Injurious ſtill to Virtue's ſacred Cauſe, 
And their Guilt growing as their Bodies rot, ' 
(Reverſt Ambition!) pant to be forgot. 


Thus ends your courted Fame : Does Lucre then, | 
The ſacred Thirſ of Gold, betray your Pen? 

In Proſe 'tis blameable, in Verſe 'tis worſe, 
Provokes the Muſe, extorts Apollos Curſe ; 
His facred Influence never ſhou'd be ſold, 
"Tis arrant Simony to ſing for Gold: 

Tis Immortality ſhould fire your Mind; 
Scorn a leſs Paymaſter than all Mankind. 


1? 


If Bribes ye ſeek, know this, ye writing Tribe ! 
Who writes for Virtue has the largeſt Bribe : 
All's on the Party of the virtuous Man, 
The Good will ſurely ſerve him, if they can ; 
The Bad, when Intereſt or Ambition guide, 
And tis at once their Iatereſt, and their Pride: 
But ſhould both fail to take him to their Care, 
He boaſts a greater Friend, and both may ſpare. 


Renounce Corruption then, take Virtue's Part, 
"Twill fire the Head, and fortify the Heart, 
"Twill doubly warm you to eſpouſe the Right, 
i And doubly warm'd, Men put forth double Might. 
Yet 
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Vet more, believe a Truth to you ſevere, 

No mortal can write well, but who's fincere : 
In all that charms or ſtrongly moves, the Heart 
Muſt aid the Head, and bear the greater Part. 
Can they, tho' tongu'd as Angels ſweet, perſwade 
The Soul to-day, who yeſterday betray'd? 
Wit in a Kzave, my Brethren is no more 
Than Beauty, in a Rank, abandon'd Whore. 


Letters to Man uncommon light diſpenſe, 
And what is Virtue, but ſuperior Senſe ? 
In Parts and Learning, you who place your Pride, 
Your Faults are Crimes, your Crimes are double-dy'd. 
What 1s a Scandal of the firſt Renown, 
But letter'd Knaves, and Atheiſts in a Gown ? 


"Tis harder far to pleaſe than give Offence ; 

The leaſt Miſconduct damns the brighteſt Senſe ; 
Each ſhallow Pate that cannot read your Name, 

Can read your Life, and will be proud to blame. 
Flagitious Manners make Impreſſions deep 

On thoſe, that o'er a Page of Milton ſleep : 

Nor in their Dulneſs think to ſave your Shame, 
True, theſe are Fools, but wiſe Men ſay the ſame. 


| 
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23 
Wits are a deſpicable Race of Men 
If they confine their Talents to che Pen; 
When the Man ſhocks us, while the Writer ſhines, 
Our Scorn in Life, our Envy in his Lines. 


Yet proud of Parts, with Prudence ſome diſpenſe, 
And play the Fool, becauſe they're Men of Senſe. 
What Inſtances bleed recent in each Thought, 
Of Men to Ruin by their Genius brought ? 
Againſt their wills what Numbers ruin ſhun, . 
Purely thro* want of Wit to be andone ? 

Nature has ſhewn by making it fo rare, 

That Wit's a Jewel which we need not wear; 
Of plain ſound Senſe Life's current Coin is made, 
With that we drive the moſt ſubſtantial Trade : 
Outlaw'd of Choice, all Fortune's Paths you quit ; 
Our Courts know no ſuch Creature as a Wit. 
Subſtance you flight, and Shadows you adore ; 

| Wits you may be, but Fools cou'd do no more. 


Prudence protects and guides us, Wit betrays, 
A ſplendid ſource of [ll ten thouſand Ways; 
A certain Snare to Miſeries immenſe ; 
A gay Prerogative from common Senſe ; 
Unleſs 


— 


I 
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Unleſs ſtrong Judgment that wild Thing can'tame, 
And break, to Paths of Virtue and of Fame. 


But grant your Judgment equal to the Beſt, © 
Senſe fills your Head and Genius fires your Breaſt ; 
Yet ſtill forbear : Your wit (conſider well) 

Tis great to ſhew, but greater to conceal ; 

As it is great to ſeize the golden Prize 

Of Place or Power; but greater to deſpiſe.” 


If till you languiſh for an Author's Name, 
Think private Merit leſs than publick Fame, 
And fancy, not to write is not to lire; 
Deſerve, and take, the great Prerogative. 

But ponder what it is; how dear twill coſt, 
To write one Page, which you may juſtly boaſt. 


Senſe may be Good, yet not deſerve the Preſs ; 
Who write, an awful CharaQter profeſs ; 
The World as Pupil of their Wiſdom claim, 
And fot their Stipend, an immortal Fame: 
Nothing but what is ſolid or rein d, 
Shou'd dare aſk publick Audience of Mankind. 
Severely 
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Severely weigh your Learning and your Wit ; 
Keep down your Pride by what is nobly writ: 
No Writer fam'd in your own way paſs o'er 3 
Much truſt Example, but Reflection more: 
More had the Antients writ, they more had taught, 
Which ſhews ſome Work is left for modern Thought, 
[ | | 
This weigh'd ; Perfection know, and known adore ; 
Toil, burn for that, but do not aim at more: | 
Above, beneath it, the juſt Limits fix ; 
And zealouſly prefer four Lines to fix. 


Write and re-write, blot out, and write again, 
And for its ſwiftneſs ne er applaud your Pen. 
Leave to the Jockeys that New-market Praiſe, 

Slow runs the Pegaſus that wins the Bays, 
Much time for Immortality to pay, 
Is juſt and wiſe : For leſs is thrown away. 
Time only can mature the labouring Brain ; 
Time is the Father, and the Midwife Pain: 4 
The ſame good Senſe that makes a Man excel, 1 
Still makes him doubt he ne'er has written well, 
Downright Impoſſibilities they ſeek, 
„ | What Man can be immortal in a Weck ©. 
D Excuſe 
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Excuſe no fauli, tho beautiful, twill harm; 
One Fault ſnocks more than twenty Beauties charm. 
Our Age demands Correctneſs; Audi ſon 
And Tou, this commendable Hurt have done, 
Now Writers find, as once Achilles found, 
The Whote is mortal, if a Parys unſound. 


He that ſtrikes out, and firikes not out the beſt, 
Pours Luſtre in, and dignifies the Reſt : 
Give e're ſo little, if what's Right be there, 
We praiſe for what you burr, and what you pare : 
The Part you burn, ſmells ſweet before the Shrine, 
And is as Incenſe to the Part Divine. 


Nor frequent write, cho' you can do it well, 
Men may too , tho' not too much excel. 
A few good Works gain Fame ; more fink their Ted 
Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice : | 
They granted you writ well, what can they more, 
Unleſs you let them praiſe for giving o'er ? 
Pant you for Praiſe? "twas theirs who now write ill, 
Had they but took the Pains of lying ftill. 


Do boldly what you do, and let your Page 


Smile if i fmiles, and if it rages, vage. 
| 80 
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80 faintly Lucius oenſures and commends, 
That Lucius has no Foes except his Friends. 

Let Satire leſs engage you, than Applauſe ; 
It ſhews a generqus Mind to wink at Flaws: 
Is Genius yours ? be yours a glorious End, 
Be your King's, Country's, Truth's, Religion's Friend ; 
The publick Glory by your own beget; 
Run Nations, run Poſterity in Debt. 


But ſince the Fam'd alone make others live, 
Firſt Save that Glory you preſume to give. 


If Satire charms, ſtrike Faults, but ſpare the Man, 
Tis Dull to be as witty as you can. 
Satire recoils whenever charg d too high, 
Round your own Fame the fatal Splinters fly. 
As the ſoft Plume gives Swiftneſs to the Dart, 
Good Breeding ſends the Satire to the Heart. 


Painters and Surgeons may the $/ru&ure ſcan; 
Genius and: Moral; be with. you the Man: 
Defaults in thoſe alone ſhou'd. give Offence ; 
Who firikes the Per/on, pleads his Innocence. 
My narrow-minded Satire can't extend 
To Godrus' Form, Em not ſo much his Friend. 

D 2 
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Himſelf ſhou'd publiſh that (the World agree) 
Before his Works, or in the Pillorr. 
Let him be black, fair, tall, ſhort, thin or fat, 
Dirty or clean, I find no Theme in that. 
Is that call'd Humour ? it has this Pretence, 
"Tis neither Virtue, Breeding, Wit, or Senſe. 
Unleſs you boaſt the Genius of a Swif?, | 
Beware of Humour, the dull Rogue's /aft Shif?. 


Nor ſteal your Subjects from old Greece or Rome, 
Copy their Art, but find your Faults at Home. 

It is groſs Flattery to ſeek them there; 

Each Age, all Climates a freſh Harveſt bear. 

Laſh reigning Follies where all Follies rage, 

And with ſound Morals conſecrate your Page. 


Can others write like you? your Taſk give o'er, 
"Tis printing what was publiſh'd long before. 
If nought peculiar thro' your Labours run, 
They're Duplicates, and twenty are but one. 2 
Think frequently, chink cloſe, read Nature, turn 
Men's Manners o'er, and half your Volumes burn: 
Dave be your ſelves; Originals are all; | 
Great ſuch Attempts, nay glorious is their Fall. 

| | | ; To 
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To nurſe with quick Reflection, be your Strife, 
Thoughts born from preſent Objects, warm from Life: 
When moſt unſought, ſuch Inſpirations riſe, 
Slighted by Fools, and cheriſh'd by the Wiſe: 


Expect peculiar Fame from theſe alone ; 
Theſe make an Author, theſe are all your own. 


— 


Life, like their Bibles, coolly Men turn o'er, 
Hence unexperienc'd Children of Threeſcore. 
True, all Men think of Courſe, as all Men dream z 
And if they flightly think, tis much the ſame. 


Our eaſy Writers from this Fault proceed, 
A ſmooth, emaſculate, tun'd, Eunuch-breed : 
Britains are Grave, and Solid ; and a Dance { 
Far better may import, than Thoughts from France. ö 


O'erdo not Nai vetẽ; tis apt to lull; 
You know, tis very natural to be dull. 
Write not like Gentlemen, with Eaſe exceeding ; | | 
Such eaſy writing is not eaſy reading. | 
To ſay things rare and excellent with eaſe, | 
Not trite and taſtleſt, is the Way to pleaſe. | 

In fluent ſtile to pour uncommon Senſe, | 
Is the ſhort Whole of ſacred Eloquence. 
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Think with the Few, the many are your own; 
Think with the many and be heard by none. 


Nor be to-preſext Time your View confin'd, 
Nor for one Nation write, but for Mankind; 
On late Poſterity your Thought let fall, 

And with a juſt Ambition graſp the Ball; 
Thro' Scenes of future Being let it ſtray, 
For Truth ſhall ſhine, when Planets ſhall decay. 


Letters admit not of a half. renown, 

They give you nothing, or they give a. Crown. 
No work e'er gain'd true Fame, or ever can, 
But what did Honour to the Name of Man. 


Weighty the Subje#, cogent the Diſcourſe, 
Clear be the Sele, the very Sund of Force, 
Eaſy the Condu&, fimple: the De/igr, 
Striking the Mora/, and the Soul Divine; 
Let Nature, Art and Judgment, Wit, exceed: 
O'er Learning, Reaſon reign ; o'er that, your Creed : 
Thus Fzreze's Seeds at ance, and Laare!'s, grow » 
Do thus, and riſe a Pope, or 2 Dr/preav. a}; 
\ For 
\ 


A 
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And when your Genjus exquiſitely ſhines, 
Live up to the full Luftre of your Lines: 
Parts but expoſe thoſe Men who Virtue quit, 
A fallen Angel is afallen Wit; 
And they plead Luciſer's deteſted Cauſe, 
Who for bare Talents challenge our Applauſe. 
Would you reſtore juſt Honours'to the Pen ? 
From able Writers ri to worthy Men. 


* Who's this with Nonſenſe, Nonſenſe would re- 
| ſtrain ? 

© Who's this, (they cry) ſo vainly Schodls the Vain ? 
Who damns our Traſh, with ſo much Traſh replete ? 
© As three Ells round, huge Cue rails · at Meat? 


Shall I, with Bavius then, my Voice exalt, 
And challenge all Mankind v0 find one Fault ? 
With huge Examens overwhelm my Page, 
And darken Reaſon with dogmatick Rage? 
As if, one tedious Volume writ in Rhyme, 

In Proſe a duller con'd excuſe the Crime? 
Sure, next to writing, the moſt idle Thing 
Is gravely to harangue on what we fing. 
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At that Tribunal ſtands the writing Tribe, 

Which nothing can intimidate, or bribe, 

Time is the Judge ; Time has nor Friend, nor Foe ; 

Falſe Fame muſt wither, and the True will grow, 

Arm'd with this Truth, all Criticks I defy ; 
For if I fall by my own Pen I die; 

While Snarlers ſtrive, with proud but fruitleſs pain, 

To wound Immortals, or to lay the Slain. 


| Sore preſt with Danger, and in awful Dread 
Of twenty Pamphlets levell'd at my Head, 
Thus have I forg'd a Buckler in my Brain 

Of recent Form, to ſerve me this Campaign; 
And ſafely Hope to quit the dreadful Field 

Delug'd with ink, and Sleep behind my Shield ; 

| Unleſs dire Codrus rouſes to the Fray | 

In all his inight, and damns me—for a Day. 


As turns a Flock of Geeſe, and on the Green, 
* Poke out heir fooliſh Necks in aukward Spleen, 
| * (Ridiculous in Rage!) to 57%, not bite 

5 So war the Quills, when Sons of Dulugſi write. 


